CONSPIRATORS OF THE BURGERBRAU

him into a neighbouring room, and there began the
famous conversation in the course of which the revo-
lutionary, over whose corpse the Reds should by
rights have trampled on the previous May i, now
swore that if his putsch failed he would blow his brains
out.

It was a stirring moment. Adolf pressed his revolver
to his temples.

'Gentlemen', he declared, {not one of us shall leave
this hall alive! There are three of you, and I have four
bullets. That will be enough for all of us in case I fail.'

In reality, of course, Adolf had no more thought of
killing the three representatives of authority than he
had of killing himself. Did he not admit in the course
of his trial that cKahr looked so downhearted that he
was pitiable to behold', and did he not declare his
anguish at 'having to use force on officers'?

He had them in his power. Why were they in-
dispensable to him? He might have acted without
them. But their approbation was vital to him, for to
Hitler public applause is a necessity. In cowardly
fashion he grasped at the first straw that Kahr skil-
fully held out to him.

'All that is very fine/ Kahr said, cbut I am a
Monarchist. I cannot accept the regency that you
offer me except as a representative of the Monarchy.5

Fine words indeed! A real revolutionary would have
arrested an adversary thus bound to the old regime,
but Hitler was only too happy to swallow words that
gave him the illusion of being admitted to court.
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